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PUBLISHER 
To THE 
READER. 
Friend of mine having 


ſent me ſome Obſer- 
vations on the Latin 


. at the Head of theſe 
very ingenious IMITATIONS, I 
thought it would not be unac- 
ceptable to the Engliſb Readers 
to have them iſerted by way 
of Notes. 
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IMITATION I. 
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* Laudes egregii Cæſaris— 
Culpa deterere ingeni —— Honk. 
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REC ITATIvo. 
II Battle-array big with Horror is fled, 
O - And Olive-rob'd Peace again lifts up 
ber Hed: 
Sing, ye Muſes, Top Acco, the Blefling of Peace; 
Was ever a Nation fo bleſſed as this! 
AIR. 


* 'This is a Sneer on one who thought it his peculiar, 
diſtinguiſh'd Province, to celebrate the great Praiſes of a 
very extraordinary and moſt illuſtrious Monarch : Yet 
ſhamefully ſneaks and debaſes them, by a moſt deplorable 
Deſect of Wit and Dulneſs of Genius. 


Tozacco tempers Phebus Ire; 


When Wintry Storms around us beat, 


 ToBacco chears with gentle Fire. 9 
Yellow Autumn, youthful Spring, 
In thy Praiſes jointly ſing. 


REeciTATIvO, : 


Like Neptune, Ceſar guards 2 ginian Fleets, 
Fraught with ToBAcco's balmy Sweets; 
Old Ocean trembles at Britanna's Pow'r, 
And Boreas is afraid to roar, 


A I R. 


Happy Mortal ! ! he who * 15 
Pleaſure which a Pix beſtows; 2 i. 
Curling Eddies climb the Room, 
Wafting round a mi 
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RECITATIVO, 


Let foreign Climes the Vine and Orange boaſt, 
While Waſtes of War deform the teeming Coaſt ; 
Britannia, diſtant from each hoſtile Sound, 
Enjoys a P1PE, with Eaſe and Freedom crown'd: 
Eten reſtleſs Faction finds itſelf moſt free, 

Or if a Slave, a Slave to Liberty. 


KA 


Smiling Years that gayly run 
Round che Zodiac with the Sun, 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen 
Realins ſo quiet and ſerene. 
Britiſh Sons no longer nor 
Hurl the Bar, or twang the B ow ; 
Nor of Crimſon Combat think, 
But ſecurely ſmoke and drink, 


CH O- 
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CHORUS. 
Smiling Years, that gayly run 
Round the Zodiac with the Sun ; 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen 
Realms ſo quiet and ſerene. 
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* _Tenues fugit ceu Fumus in auraàs. 
VIRG. 


SESrAalttle TuBE of mighty Pow'r, 


IE Charmer of an idle Hour, 
Object of my warm Deſire, 
Lip of Wax, and Eye of Fire : 
And thy ſnowy taper Waiſt, 
With my Finger gently brac'd ; 
And thy ſwelling aſhey Creſt, 
With my little Stopper preſt; 
A | And' 
* This is ſpoken by Virgil, of the ſudden vaniſhing of | 
Anchiſes's Form, which had appear'd to Areas. "The 
Imitation ſeems, by this Motto, to fatirite that low, tri- 
Aing way of Writing, which, having no Solidity in it, 


vanithes, and is gone as ſoon as Smoak that mixes itſelf 
and is loſt in the great thin Air, 
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And the ſweeteſt Bliſs of Bliſſes, 
Breathing from thy balmy Kiſſes. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy Men ; 


N -w , 0 . 


Who when agen the Night returns, 
When agen the Taper burns . 
When agen the Cricket's gay, 
(Little Cricket, full of Play) 
Can afford his Tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indian Weed: 

| Pleaſure for a Noſe divine, 
Incenſe of the God of Wine. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy Men. 


IMITA- 


IMITATION III. 


| J 
CF ——— prorumpit al tera nubem, 
Turbine fumantem piceo 


ie 


Thou, matur "d by 25 He 0 Suns, 
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That looks thevery Soul; whence pouring Thought 
Swarms all the Mind; abſorpt is yellow Care, 
+ And at each Puff Imagination burns. 
Flaſh on thy Bard, and with exalting Fires 
Touch the myſterious Lip that chaunts thy Praiſe 
In Strains to mortal Sons of Earth unknown. 
822 Behold 
$ This is ſpoken of Mount tna ſending up black, 
ſmoaking, pitchy Clouds into the Skies; and is here ap- 


ply'd to the turgid obſcure Writer, 
* Poem on Liberty, Ver. 12. ＋Ibid. Ver. 16. 
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Behold an Engine, wrought from tauny Mines, 


Ol ductile Clay, with * plaſtic Virtue form'd, 
And glaz'd magnific o'er, I graſp, I fill. 
From || Petotheke with pungent Pow'rs per- 
fum'd, 
+ Ttſelf one Tortoiſe all, where ſhines imbib'd _ 
Each Parent Ray; then rudely ram'd illume, 
With the red Touch of Zeal-enkindling Sheet, 
+ Mark'd with Gibſonian Lore; forth iſſue 
Clouds, 
Thought - thrilling, Thirſt - inciting Clouds 
around, 
And many-mining Fires: I all the While, 
Lolling at Eaſe, & inbale the breezy Balm. 
But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join, 
I genial Striſe and Orthodoxal Ale, 
Il || Stream Liſe and Toy into the Mufes Bel. 
Oh 


* Poem on Liberty, Ver. 104. 
| A Poctical Word for a Tobacco- box. 
rnd. Ver. 242, 243. F Ibid, Ver. 247 
& Poem on Liberty, Ver. 309. I Ibid, Ver. 171. 


2 
Oh be Thou ſtill y great Inſpirer, Thou 
My Muſe; Oh fan me with thy Zephyrs Boon, 
While I, in clouded Tabernacle ſhrin'd, 
Burſt forth all Oracle and myſtic Song. 
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I M 1 TATION TV. 
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2 mihi nugis 
Pagina turgeſcat, dare pondus idonea Fumo. 
PERS. 


SOD avaunt! ToBacco 1 my 
Theme ; 
Tremble like Hornets at the blaſting 


* 5 


Steam. 


And you, Court-inſects, flutter not too near 


Its Light, nor buzz within the ſcorching Sphere. 
Pollio, with Flame like thine my Verſe inſpire, 


So ſhall the Muſe from Smoke elicit Fire. 
Cox- 
9 Perſeus ſays, 
Non equidem Studio bullatis, Ec. 

It is not my Intention, or Deſire, to write in ſuch 
ſwelling ridiculous Manner, as is fit for nothing elſe but 
to add Heavineſs to Smoke and Darkneſs. The Author 
of theſe Imitations applies his Motto ſo as to reverſe the 


Meaning of Perſeus, and makes the Writer, he is here 


imitating, expreſs a Fondneſs for that Sort of Style which 
Perſeus proteſts againſt. 


1 
Coxcombs prefer the tickling Stink of Snuff, 
Yet all their Claim to Wiſdom is — a Puff: 
Lord Foplin ſmokes not — for his Teeth afraid, 
Sir 7. awary ſmokes not — for he wears Brocade: 
Ladies, when Pipes are brought affect to ſwoon ; 
They love no Smoke, except the Smoke of Town: 
But Courtiers hate the puffing Tribe, no matter, 
Strange if they love the Breath that cannot 
flatter ! 
Its Foes but ſhew their Ignorance, can He 
Who ſcorns the Leaf of nathan love the 
Tree? 
The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 
Rails at ToBacco, tho' it makes him — ſpit. 
Citronia vows it has an odious Stink ; 
She will not ſmoke (ye Gods!) but ſhe will 
| drink: 

And chaſte Prudella (blame her if you can) 
Says, Pipes are us'd by that vile Creature Man: 

: Yet 


(16) 


Yet Crowds remain, who till its Worth pro- 
claim, 
While ſome for Pleaſure ſmoke, and ſome for 
Fame s | 
Fame, of our Actions univerſal Spring, 
For which we drink, eat, ſleep, ſmoke, —— 


ev'ry Thing. 
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IMITATION V. 


/* V aneſeit Solis ad ortus 


Fumus, £ 
UCAN. 


J 75 x LEST Leaf! whoſe aromatic Gales 
4 = diſpenſe 

10 Templers Modeſty, to Parſons 
Senſe : : | 
So raptur'd Prieſts, at fam'd Dedona s Shrine 


Drank Inſpiration from the Steam divine. 

Poiſon that cures, a Vapour that affords 

Content, more ſolid than the Smile of Lords: 
C Reſt 


* This is intended as a great Compliment to the Poet 
imitated, who is here repreſented as the Sun, at Whoſe 
Riſing the Smoke, or Fog, is immediately diipers'd ; his 
Writing being fo fine and pure, that it ſuffers no Obicu- 

rity to attend it. 


1 


Reſt to the Weary, to the Hungry Food ; 
The laſt kind Refuge of the WISE and Goop : 
Inſpir'd by Thee, dull Cits adjuſt the Scale 
Of Europe's Peace, when other Stateſmen fail. 
Buy Thee protected, and thy Siſter Beer, 
Poets rejoice, nor think the Bailiff near. 
Nor leſs, the Critic owns thy genial Aid, 
While ſupperleſs he plies the piddling Trade. 
What tho' to Love and ſoft Delights a Foe, 
By Ladies hated, hated by the Beau ; 
| Yet ſocial Freedom, long to Courts unknown, 
F air Health, fair Truth, and Virtue are thy own. 
Come to thy Poet, come with healing Wings, 
And let me taſte Thee wnexc:s'd by Kings. 
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IMITATION VI 
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* Ex Fumo dare lucem : 


Hos, 


ou! bring an Ounce of Jeebley's 
a beſt, 

7 And bid the Vicar be my Guelt : 

Let all be plac'd in Manner doe, i 

A Pot, wherein to ſpit, or ſpue, 

And London Journal, and Free Briton, 


Of Ule to light a Pie, or * 
n ⏑ #2 #0. ® # #-# 
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* This repreſents a Writer who does not throw Ob- 


ſcurity on ſhining and great Subjects, but ſtrikes Light 
out of the dulleſt and the moſt trifling. 
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This Village, unmoleſted yet 
By Troopers, ſhall be my Retreat : 
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray ; 


FI 
Who cannot write or vote for * X. 


Far from the Vermin of the Town, # 


Here let me rather live, my. own; 
Doze Oer a Pipe, whoſe Vapour band 
In ſweet Oblivion lulls the Land; 

Of all, which at Vicuna paſſes, 

As ignorant as *** Braſs 1 18: 

And ſcorning Raſcals to careſs, 

Extol the Days of good Queen Beſs, 
When firſt Tos acco bleſt our Iſle, 
Then think of other Queens and nile. 


Come jovial Pipe, and bri ng al 
Midni gb. Revelry and Song ; 
The merry Catch, the Madrigal, 
That ecchoes ſweet in City Hall; 
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The Parſon's Pun, the ſmutty Tale 
O Country Juſtice, ver his Ale. 
'F aſe not what the French are doing, 
or Spain to compaſs Britain's Ruin: 


Britons, if undone, can go, 


L ToBAcco loves to "heh | 
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